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THIS STORY IS TRUE. 
I GIVE YoU My Worp! 


What you're about to read is true. I, 
Geronimo Shilton, give you my word as 
a mouse of honor! 

Everything you're about to read really 
happened. | broke every bone in my 
body — even in my tail! How, you ask? 
How could such a terrible thing happen to a 
cautious, careful rodent like 
myself? Well, if you 
REALLY want 


to know... 
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SNOWFLAKES WERE 
DRIFTING SOFTLY i 


& 

& It was a beautiful, crisp day in early 
November, SHOW had just begun to fall on 
the streets of New Mouse City, It was the 
first SHOW of the year, I love the city after 

ae a Snowfall, don't you? 
As I gazed out my office window, I began 
to think. | was chewing over ideas for my 
next bestseller. I'm a reporter, which means 
that I’m drawn to a ST? 
mouse convention. I’m also the publisher and 
gout in chief of The Rodent’s Gazette, the 


like a cat toa 


most famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. 
fe “Hmm, | guess I could write a lowe 
story...” [| mumbled aloud. Then | thought 
3 better of it. “No, no, no. Too mushy! 
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Maybe I could write a mystery, 
something about COPS and 
robbers. ...” 

Then I thought better of that, 
too. “No, no, no. Too scary! 
Everyone knows what a ‘fraidy 
mouse I am. Maybe I could write 
about PHILOSOPHY — my 
philosophy of life, that is. 
Geronimo: Straight from the 
Paras” 

But | decided against it. “No, 
no, no. Too boring!” 

Just then, the door flew open 
‘and my nephew Benjamin 
burst into my office. He was 
squeaking a mile a minute. 

“Uncle Geronimo, it’s snowing! 
Could you take me skiing?” 
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I =) @@. Inevercan say no to Benjamin. 
He is my favorite nephew. 

“Why, of course, my little cheese niblet!” 
| said at once. “I'll rent a lodge in the 
mountains. (MY TREAT!” 

Suddenly, | heard the buzz of whispers 
from the hall outside my office. 

I opened the door and saw Benjamin's 
friend Bugsy Wugsy; Pinky Pick, my assistant 


ssst... Pp. 
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editor; my sister, Thea; my cousin Trap; my 2 
favorite auntie, Aunt Sweetfur; my old friend = 
Hercule Poirat, a private eye; my grandfather, = 
William Shortpaws; and finally, my good ° 
friend Hyena, who’s a total sports nut. & 
As soon as they saw me, they shouted, ‘ 
“Since you're treating... we're all coming % 
skiing with you, Geronimo!” : 
Putrid cheese puffs! This was turning out % 
to be my unlucky day. ~ 
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HOLEY CHEESE, 
WHAT A BILL! 





The next m ig 
on Frezen Fur F 2ak. | had to book an 
enormouse place. When the travel agent 
pawed me the receipt, my eyes almost 
popped out of my snout. Hoey cHerSe, 
WHAT A Btu! 

We headed to the mountain. I had to rent a 
HUGE DOUBLE-DECKER bus. When 
the clerk at the car rental place pawed me 
the receipt, my tail twisted into knots. Houzy 
cHeeSe, WHAT A Bite! 

It was late when we finally arrived at Frozen 
Fur Peak. We immediately headed for dinner at 
the nearest restaurant. When the waiter pawed 
me the check at the end of the meal, my fur 


stood on end. Hou cHexse, WHAT A Bit! 

Luckily, I had my AMERIMOUSE EXPRESS 
COLD CARD with me. 

When we finally got to the lodge, there were 
so many of us that we were one bedroom 
short! Two unlucky rodents had to sleep in 
a small, dusty broom closet with sagging 
bunk beds inside. It was fit for a sewer rat. 
We decided to draw straws to see 
SKA\_ who would have to share this rat’s 
; nest of a room. Of course, | drew 
one of the short straws—and so 
did my cousin Trap. 

| WAS IN FOR A ROOGH, ROUGH NIGHT. 

As soon as we squeezed into the tiny room, 
Trap squeaked, “I want the top bunk!” 

I was too tired to argue. | nodded wearily, 
and we both climbed into bed, The top bunk 
sagged low over my head as Trap tossed and 
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turned. (My cousin has a bit of a cheese belly.) 

Around midnight, Trap woke me up. 
“Geronimo, I want to sleep on the bottom 
bunk. I’m afraid of falling out of bed!” 

I sighed deeply. Again, it was easier not 
to argue. I settled into the top bunk and fell 
into a deep sleep. Until... 

Around three a.M., Trap woke me up. 
“Geronimo, | have a tummyache. | want 
some hot Chiamom/le tea!” 

. lsighed deeply. This time, I really wanted 
to argue, but I didn’t want to wake 
~ the whole lodge. So | got up and 
made my cousin some hot tea. 

Trap fell asleep immediately, but 





now I was wide awake! This lodge was 
spooky, with the mountain wind whistling 
around it, Slimy Swiss balls! I never should 
have agreed to go on this crummy vacation! 

After tossing and turning for hours, | 
finally drifted off to sleep again. ... 

But a few minutes later, someone woke me. 

“Wake up, you lazy rodent!” goouch! 

I leaped up so fast, | banged 
my snout on the ceiling. 

It was Grandfather William. 
“Grandson, why are you still sleeping? The 
ski slopes are waiting for us!” 

I got up, rubbing the top of my head. 
Holey cheese, what a lump! 





OF COURSE! 


When I stumbled out of my room, Benjamin 
planted a tiny kiss on my whiskers. “Uncle, 
can | ski with you today?” ee? 

“Of course, my little cheddar chunk! 


Just let me take a shower, and we can go.” 


| stumbled into the bathroom, turned on 
the shower... and yelped. “This water is 
ice cold!” 


“OF COURSE! Trap 
snorted. “You were the last 
one up, sleepyhead! OF course, 
there’s io hot water left!” 

I tried to dry my frozen 
fur... but there weren't 
any towels left. 


“OF COURSE!” Trap 





snorted, “You were the \ast 
ON@ up, SNoozy! OF course, there 
aren’t any towels left,” 

I dried myself off with 
toilet paper, but little bits 
of paper got stuck all over 
my fur! I looked like the 
Abominable Snowmouse. 

| got dressed and dashed downstairs 
for breakfast... but the refrigerator was 
completely 25 7S?! 

“OF COURSE!” Trap snorted. “/ou were the 
last one up, lazymousel 
Of course, there isn’t 
any Food left!” 

I sighed. At least 
I'd have fun once 
we got to the ski 
slopes. 
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THE SOUND OF 
SNOW CRUNCHING 
UNDER SkIs! 


a a "+. After scampering around to gather 
: ¢ ‘ all our equipment, we piled into the 
" . bus and drove to the ski slopes. 

TEGEEEIE! «We boarded the GONDOLA, 

climbed onto the SKi lift, and then 
°° *. made our way to the J~ 


: * To protect myself from the sun, | 

. swore GOGGUES and SUNTAN 

hs LOTION. Even though it was very cold, 

ETE the sun's rays were bright! Especially 

a ~ "+, when they glinted off all that beautiful 
* fresh snow. 

. - As soon as I climbed off the T-bar, 


| Thar | | grabbed my SKI POLES and took 

















off down the mountain. 
Benjamin was at my side. 
He’s an excellent skier! 
We began our descent 
down a gleaming white 
slope. What peace! 
It was beautiful up 
here at the top of the 
mountain. Only the 
swishing of our skis 
broke the silence. | 
loved feeling the wind 
in my fur. With my 
whiskers flapping 
in the wind, I 
shouted, “I love 
skiiiiidiiididiviing!” 
As soon as 
we got to the 








bottom of the mountain, we joined the line 
to GO BACK UP on the ski lift. But a 
very rude rat cut in front of us. I heard the 
mice behind us whispering to one another, 
“That's SPEEDY DAREMOUSE. 
the terror of the slopes!” 

I tapped the rude rat on the shoulder and 
said politely, “Maybe you haven't noticed, 
but the line ends back there.” 


Speedy gave me a look that made my fur 
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stand on end. He looked like he wanted to 
grill my cheese. But I stood my ground, and 
he grumbled and went to the end of the line. 

All the rodents around Benjamin and me 
murmured approvingly, “That’s right! He has to 
get in line like everybody else!” 

The pretty rodent next to me gave me a smile 
that melted the icicles from my whiskers. 
“Good for you. Speedy Daremouse is a great 


skier, but he’s awfully rude!” 








The ski lift carried me and Benjamin to the 
top of the mountain. We were ready for our 
second trip down. But as soon as we pushed 
off, | heard someone yelling behind us, 
‘WATCH OOOQOOUT! Out of 
my waaaaaaaay! Here | cooooooo00ome!” 

It was that same Feekless, ill-mannered 
rat, Speedy Daremouse! Why couldn't he 
respect the rules of the 
slopes? Did he think 
he was better than all 
the other rodents on the 
mountain? My whiskers 
were quiver ing with 
anger at his behavior! 

But just then, Speedy 


RULES OF CONDUCT 
FOR SKIERS 


1. RESPECT? Skiers must behave in a way that does 
hot put other skiers in danger. 


2. CAUTION: Skiers must adapt their speed and 
actions according to their ability. Skiers must always stay 
in control, so they can stop and avoid other rodents. 


3. CHOICE OF ROUTE: skiers coming down the 
mountain from above other skiers must choose a course 
that does not endanger those below them. Remember 
that skiers up ahead have the right of way. 


4. PASSING: Skiers may pass on both sides. However, 
they must always keep a safe distance from other skiers. 
Skiers should avoid getting too close to the edge of the 
slope, so that other skiers have room to pass them. 


5. CROSSING! Skiers entering or crossing a marked 
trail, or starting again after stopping, must look up and 
down the slopes to determine if they can do so without 

ring themselves or others. Skiers should not 
cross in front of other skiers. 


6. STOPPING: Unless absolutely necessary, skiers 
must avoid stopping, especially when it is difficult to see. 
After a fall, skiers must move clear of the slope as soon 
as possible. 


7. CLIMBING? A skier climbing uphill on skis or on 
foot must keep to the edge of the slope. 


8. SIGNS: Skiers must respect all signs and markings 
on the slopes. 

9. ACCIDENTS: skiers have a duty to assist those 
who may have fallen or become injured. 


10. IDENTIFICATION: Anyone who is involved in 
or witness to an accident must exchange names and 
addresses. 





skidded on a StL, lost control, and 
crashed right into me. Total wipeout! We 
went flying down the mountain, tail over 
snout. 

Speedy and I Pof/ed dow? the slope, going 
faster and faster the farther we tumbled. Soon 
we'd formed an enormouse SNOWBALL! 





It grew larger and larger as we sped 
down the mountainside. All the rodents in 
our path screeched in terror and skied out of 
our way as quickly as possible. 

We whizzed past the pretty mouse we had 
seen earlier at the SK LEFT. | barely had time 
to yelp, “Sorry, Miss, I can’t stoooooop . . .” 


before we had already pelled awe 
daaaay 








As we approached the bottom of the 


mountain, | prayed that we'd roll to a gentle 
stop. But—thundering cat tails! — the 
SNOWBALL we were trapped inside was 
headed straight for a huge OCI! We 
might not even make it to the bottom, at this 
rate! 

Speedy Daremouse and | both squeaked 
as loudly as we could: 3yHH H!” 
‘ ais} 

An instant later, we SM@Shed up 


against the rock! 
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HEEELP! 
I WANT TO GET 
OoOooorr! 


| couldn't move. Everything around me had 
gone white. 

I’m not sure how much time passed before 
the ski patrol arrived with a stretcher. 

“Stay calm, now. We'll take you down on 





a toboggan,” the EMT (Emergency 
Mouse Technician) told me. 
I squeaked, “What's a toboggan?” * 
Before I could say “cheddar cheese a 
sticks on a skewer,” they had 
lifted me onto a stretcher. 
Then they took off downhill 
at warp speed. 
“Heeeeeeeeeececelp! I want 
to get oooooff!” I screamed, 
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I had never been so scared in my whole 
life. Even my whiskers were too terrified to 
tremble. 

My heart was beating out of control. 

I couldn’t move my paws, but I coiled my 
ane! tail over my eyes so I wouldn't have 
re ‘\ to witness my own gruesome end. 
\ How could it have come to this? 





How could a ‘fraidy mouse like me 
wind up this way? I'd always thought 


Me 





| would die an old gray mouse, alone in my 
study with a cup of hot cheddar, surrounded 
by books. But this was like something out of 
my worst nightmares! 

After what seemed like foleVer", we 
stopped. I twitched my tail and cautiously 
opened one eye. 

“We're down in the valley!” I heard the 


EMTs shout. 


And then, before I could say “frozen 





cheese pops with chocolate sauce,” they 
hauled me into an ambulance that took off 
at SUPERSONIC SPEED! 
‘Heeelp: I want to get oooooff!” | 
screamed, 
This time, | couldn't even move my tail to 
cover my eyes. | was completely frozen 
with fear. 


After a while, | saw a sign with a strange 
picture outside the window. 
Then I understood. The ambulance had 









stopped in front of a tall white 
building — the hospital! 

Before I could say “Swiss stew 
with chunks of cheddar,” they 
loaded me on top of a gurney 
that ZOOFMEd down a long, narrow 
corridor. 

I screamed and screamed, 
“Heeelp! | want to get oooooff!” 

Did I mention that I hate 
hospitals? 











X-RAY FIT 
FOR A MOUSE 


We finally got to a place called the Radiology 
Department. A doctor smiled at me. 

“Good morning, sir! We're going to take 
some 5y}= 42:5 to see if you have any BROKEN 

Trap, who had been running behind my 
gurney, snorted. “Oh, Cousin, you always 
make such a big deal over nothing. I'll 
bet you it’s just a little sprain.” 

The doctor got the X-ray machine ready. 
Then he turned back to me and said, 
“Geronimo, you need to stay still.” 

I nodded. Machines made me nervous! 
This machine was so big and scary-looking. 
But I lay very still for a few moments. 
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I was lucky. X-rays 
don’t hurt at all! 

The doctor left the 
room for about fifteen 
minutes. When he came 
back, he squeaked, 
“Well, well, well, Mr. Stilton, you have every 
right to complain! You broke every BONE, and 





| mean every bone, in your whole body!” 

| told you sol” | was talking to Trap, of 
course. Then I fell back onto the gurney. It 
hurt to even talk! 

Trap snatched the Us-suY 
FILM right out of the doctor’s 
paws. “Hmph. Are you 
really sure that something is 
broken? My cousin Gerry is 
such a WAM’, you can’t 
take him seriously. . . .” 





The doctor pointed to the X-ray. “These 
lines indicate bone fractures. Don’t worry, 
Mr. Stilton, we'll operate |/LUIATLLY. We'll 
fix those bones of yours in no time at all.” 

I turned as L°(MLE as a graveyard mouse on 
Halloween. 

“Wha-wha-wha-wha-what? Operate! But 
1-1 -—" I stammered. 

“Ha, ha, ha! Don’t be such a ‘fraidy mouse, 
Cousinkins! It’s nothing but a little surgery!” 
Trap said. 

“Easy for you to say!” | squeaked. “They're 
operating on me, not you!” a, ha 
ay 
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RELAX! 
IT’s JUST A 
LITTLE SURGERY! 


The doctor took me to another room to 
prepare me for surgery. A nice nurse softly 
whispered, “Good morning. I’m (orky 
(avert mouse, the head nurse here.” She gave 

me a kind smile. “You have nothing 
to worry about, Mr. Stilton. Dr. 
Swiftpaws is a TOP-NOTCH 
surgeon. This is your chart. 
It has all the important 
information about your 
checkup, medicine you need 

to take...” 
oF Nurse Carrotmouse was 

Pee 


“of : os _ . so nice, | wished I could 
bop (syynot™® 





have stayed there with her! 
But before I knew it, they took 
me away on a gurney. I ended 
up in a room with bright white 





lights overhead. An army of doctors and 
nurses dressed in @reer. surrounded 
me. They wore masks over their snouts, | 
could feel the panic spreading through my 
fur. “HEEELP!’ 

The head surgeon winked at me. “Don't 
worry. You're in good paws! Everything 
is under control!” 

All the nurses squeaked together, 
“Everything is under control!” 

The anesthesiologist came toward me with 
a fil6 NEEOLE. If I had been able to move a 
single muscle, | would have cowered in fear. 
But I couldn't, So | tried to be brave. 

The anesthesiologist gave me a warm smile. 


Who works m hospitals? 


Every department in the hospital has someo 
For ecliptic of erences tr ose 
doctors who specialize in specific areas of surgery. 





There are a lot of other people in the hospital who do 
would be unable to function. For example, there are 
cleaning people, cooks, administrative personnel — and 
lots and lots of others! 








“Don’t you worry, Mr. Stilton, I’m giving you 
anesthesia. You'll feel a little pinch, and then 
you won't feel any pain at all.” 

He was right! The injection hurt for a 
second, and then the pain was gone. 

“| need you to start counting backward 
from ten,” the anesthesiologist continued. 
“That way I'll know when you've fallen 
asleep.” 

I began to count, “TEN, NINE, og SEVEN, 
SN, FIVE..." 2g nw g La. 5 5 a 

And before | “-s=e<-" 
knew it, I was out. COMPLETELY OUT. 

While I was unconscious, the surgeons 
operated on me. | didn’t feel a thing! 

When I woke up, | was in the recovery 
room. There was a sheet tucked tightly under 
my snout. Around me were lots of familiar 
faces.... 








See 


WHAT A BIG DEAL 
OVER NOTHING! 


| was completely bandaged from the tip of 
my whiskers to the tip of my tail! I felt like a 
mummy. 

But there was no time to think about that, 
because all of my friends and farnily had 
come to see me! They were gathered around 
my bed, asking questions a mile a minute. 

“How are you feeling, little brother?” 
squeaked Thea. 

“We brought a poster that we made just 
for you!” Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy cried. 

“Can | fix your pillows?” 
whispered Aunt Sweetfur. 





Of course, my cousin Trap was 


rad jealous of all the attention I was 






getting. “Hmph, what 





a big fuss over a couple 
little bones. Yum, these chocolates 
are delicious!” That’s right, he was 
eating the chocolates my friends had | 





brought me! That mouse had no 





_ shame. 
“Chocolates?” I whispered, still 
groggy. “Who brought those?” 


Get Apeaer Soon; asain 


mn 


PINKY PICK. said happily, 
“We did, Boss! All of your friends 
at The Rodent's Gazette!” 

At that moment, GRANDFATHER 
WILLIAM threw open the door. 
“How are you doing, Grandson? When will 
you be back at work? Tonight? Tomorrow 
morning? Why don’t I bring in your LART°®? 
so you can start writing about this 
little adventure?” 

“Grandfather, I can’t write,” | 
protested. “I'm all bandaged up! 
Including my paws!” 

Grandfather William snorted. 
“What a big deal over nothing!” 

My friend Petunia Pretty 
Paws gave me a little smooch 

on the tip of my snout, “I’m sure 
you'll feel better soon, G!” 











All my friends exclaimed, “We love you, 
Geronimo!” 

Then Hercule Poir'at even 

told me a joke to cheer me up. 





I laughed so hard it hurt. 

Then, one by one, all my friends and 
relatives said their good-byes and left. 

Soon I was all ALONE in my room. At 
first, | was sad, but then I felt my eyelids 
start to droop. I don’t think I'd ever been 
so tired in my whole life! Before I knew it, I 
had drifted off to sleep. ... 
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Vike) Be 
A RODENT ALL 
DRESSED IN WHITE 


The next morning, | 
woke up with a start. 
Foramoment, | forgot 
where I was and what 
had happened to me. 
Then a rodent all 
dressed in white came into my room. 





She adjusted my covers and said, “My 
name is Ursula. 111 be your 
nurse for the rest of the day.” 

She brought me a glass of 
orange juice. “Drink it 
down. It has lots of vitamin 
©, It’s good for you!” 

“But I can’t do anything by 








mayself?” | squeaked in protest. “I can’t 
even blow my snout!” 

Ursula opened the window, and a ray of 
sun shone into the room. It 1ffected off 
the glass on my bedside table and formed a 
rainbow on the wall. 

Ursula smiled. “Don't worry. 
Everytime wit be jist Hees” 

I gave her a little smile back. It 
was hard to stay grumpy around 
such a cheerful mouse, 

In the afternoon, another 








rodent dressed in white came into my room. 
She was just as cheerful as Ursula. 

“I'm Mousanna. Please don’t look 
so sad, Mr. Stilton. Soon we'll be friends.” 
She gave me a bright smile. “Now, can I do 
anything for you? Do you want your §heet§ 
tucked in?” 

I shook my snout. 

“How about another Pillow?” 

I shook my snout again. 

“Want the GV on? Do you like listening 
to the Padie? Care to read a hOGK? Need a 
glass of Water?” 

No, no, no, no. 

“How about if I fix you a Ghee§e snack?” 

Did someone say cheese? That made me 
brighten right up. “Well, actually, I'd leve 
some cheese!” 

Mousanna fixed me one of her special 





snacks: A §aRdWICh stuffed with mozzarella! 
After I finished eating the super-mega-extra- 
cheesy-sandwich, I immediately felt better. 
But I also felt a touch of SADNESS. | 
thought about al] the hour$ awd days 
avd week I had to spend in the hospital. 
I missed my office at The Rodent’s Gazette, 
and all my friends and family back in New 
Mouse City. | even missed my cousin Trap! 
Mousanna said softly, “Keep your snout up, 
Geronimo. You'll get better, | Promige!” 








She winked at me. “I’m known for my 
yummy §RACK§ and silly jokes. So here 
goes...” 

She began telling me so many jokes that | 
laughed until tears ran down my fur. And I 
found that 





HAPPY SNACKING! 





eS. 


How ARE YOU 
DOING, BUDDY? 


The next day, Mousanna announced, “I’ve got 
great NEWS! There aren't any more empty 
rooms in the hospital, so you'll be sharing 
your room with two other patients who 
need surgery. YYU W°N'T BE LONELY 
ANYMPRE! AREN'T YOU EXCITED?” 

I gulped. Sure, I missed having my friends 
and family around, but that was different 
than sharing a room with two strange mice! 
What if they snored? Or smelled like sour 
cheese? Or talked nonstop? I was just 
starting to enjoy the peace and quiet. 

“Actually, | think | would prefer having 
the room to myself...” | began. 

I didn’t get a chance to finish my sentence 


before a light-furred rat wearing a yellow 
hat burst into my room. He greeted me 
enthusiastically. “I'm Ratty Skimouse. 
How are you doing, buddy?” 

He talked nonstop. I couldn’t have gotten 


a squeak in edgewise, even if I tried! After an 
hour, I knew all about Ratty: his favorite 
ski slope, faverife food, the names of 
ever single friend he’d had since 
elementary school, and last but not least, 
why he was in the hospital. He was here to 
have his appendix removed. He explained 





that the appendix is an organ near your 
intestines. Ratty’s appendix was inflamed, 
so the surgeons were going to take it out. He 
had a tummyache, but that didn’t stop him 
from being chatty! 

When my second roommate came in, 
Ratty greeted him CAEERFULLY. “How are 
you doing, pal?” 

“Good morning,” | said to the new mouse, 
and gave him a warm smile. 

But our new roommate did not answer 
either of us. He climbed into his bed, 





burrowed under the covers, 
and pulled the sheets over his 
snout. From the TA@ on his 
suitcase, | saw that his name was 
SAMMY SHYRAT. 

When he realized that our new roommate 
was not going to respond, Ratty turned back 
to me and started chatting again. He told me 
that because of his appendix, they had put 
him on a OIET, and he couldn't wait to eat 
lasagna (with extra cheese, of course), Then 
he abruptly changed the subject and asked if 
I knew the joke about COLD +BLOODED CATS. 

I chuckled and rolled 
my eyes. Sammy stayed 
hidden under the covers, 
but I could tell he was 
listening. His whiskers 
were quivers Ng with laughter! 








DON’T BE AFRAID! 


The next morning, the sun was shining 
brightly. It looked like a perfect day for 
skiing. | sighed. I still wasn’t sure how much 
longer I'd be in the hospital. 

Mousanna helped me wash up while 
Ratty read the newspaper. After that, the 
orderly brought our breakfast. 

But Sammy still hadn't ©OUUPS OT. 
He didn’t seem to want to eat at all. He was 
hiding under the covers, with the sheets 
pulled up all the way to the tip of his snout. 

“Sammy, aren’t you getting up?” Ratty 
asked him. 

But Sammy didn’t answer. The sheets began 
to Shake, and | knew he was crying. 

Ratty went over and tried to comfort him, 





but Sammy didn't answer. He pulled the 
sheets down under his chin as big, wet tears 
OOLOLOOLO OLE LOE 

miserable as a restaurant rat who'd missed 
New Mouse City’s annual cheese clearance 
sale. 

“I'm so afraid! This is the first time I’ve ever 
been in a hospital,” he squeaked quietly. 

“The doctors here are wonderful, and the 
nurses are SO C7 ring,” Ratty reassured him. 
“You'll see. Everything will be just fine!” 

“Why do you need to have an operation?” 
| asked Sammy. 

“Yim going to have wy appendix removed,” he whispered. 

“How about that? I'm going to have my 
appendix taken out, too!” Ratty cried. 

Sammy dried his tears and_ sniffed. 
“Really?” 


“Yes, but I'm not afraid,” Ratty said, 
smiling. “We're so lucky to be in a hospital 
where there are doctors to help us. Do you 
have any idea how many rodents there are 
that are sick and don’t have a hospital to go 
to? If only all mice were as fortunate as we 
are!” 

I was surprised. I'd never have expected a 
chatty, joke-loving mouse like Ratty to have 
such an insightful side. It just goes to show 
that you can’t judge a mouse by the color 
of his fur. 

Sammy smiled shyly. “I’m glad to be in the 
hospital. | know the doctors and nurses will 
help me get better.” Then he sighed deeply. 
“But I have such a terrible tumnmyache.” 

Ratty burst out laughing. “I've gota terrible 
tummyache, too, because of my appendix. But 
tomorrow, [ZIJA)P}! A surgeon will remove my 
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appendix, and then it 
won't hurt a bit! And 
the same goes for 
you. We'll scamper 
around like young 
mouselets, and we 
won't have to be on a 
diet anymore. .. .” 
Sammy licked his 
whiskers. “You're right. | can’t wait to eat 


an EXTRA-CHEESE PIZZAl” 





> 


DON’T GIVE UP! 


With my new friends around, the days 
passed quickly. We played games and joked 
together all day long while we all recovered. 
I was so glad that Ratty and Sammy stayed 
in the hospital to rest and recover after their 
surgeries, 

One MORNING. Dr. Tidymouse came 
into the room and grinned at me. “Geronimo, 
now that your bandages are off, you can 
begin walking again!” 

I was very hoppy. but at the same time, 
I was very worried. It had been so long since 
I'd scampered around on two paws, | was 
afraid | wouldn't be able to do it right! “Start 
walking again? Today? Do you really think 


I’m up to it?” 

“Of course, you are!” Dr. Tidymouse 
answered at once. 

Mousanna winked at me. “You ¢an do it!” 

I pulled off the covers and turned toward 
the edge of my bed. | slowly stretched out 
my legs. They felt strange and stiff from 
having been still for so long. After a moment 
or two, I put my paws on the floor. 1 waf 
Seginning 2¢ ger excited! 

But as soon as I tried to get up, I realized 


something was wrong. “OH, Ng, 
I TRO 
I squeaked. Mm BIG UBLey. 





My legs had buckled! My muscles weren't 
used to moving, and my legs didn't know how 
to support the weight of my body anymore! 

I looked over at Ratty and Sammy. Now 
| understood how scared Sammy had been 
before his operation. It was TERRIFYING to 
think that my muscles would have to learn 
to walk all over again. | had already learned 
this once — as a mouselet! 


Ratty and Sammy gave me big smiles, 
“You can do this, Geronimo, | HNOW YOU 
CAN!” Sammy cheered shyly. 





Mousanna gave me a walker to help 
support my weight. At first, I used the walker 
all the time. Then I moved on to crutches 
and did a lot of physical therapy. Physical 
therapy is a special kind of exercise that 
helps injured mice like me regain the use of 


their muscles. 
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AROUND THE 
HOSPITAL 


It wasn't long before Ratty and Sammy were 
fully recovered and went home. I was sad, but 
I knew I'd see them again once I was back 
home in New Mouse City. 

I was a little lonely, so | decided to explore 
the hospital. Now that I could walk, I could 
go on a tour of the whole place. 

Every 
specialized in a specific 
kind of treatment. 

I saw the Radiology 
Department, where B= 33/75 
are taken to see if you have 
any broken bones. 


Then | went to the 
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Maternity Ward, where babies 
are born. From there, I went 
to Pediatrics, where sick 
mouselets are taken care of. 
Then I continued on to the 
Geriatrics Department, where 
older mice are treated, Right 
next to it was the Surgical 
Wing, where patients stay 
after they have been OPERATED 
ON. On the floor above was 
the Pulmonary Department, 
where rodents with LUNG 





diseases are treated, 

On the other wing 
of the hospital was the 
Ophthalmology Department, 
where doctors treat patients 
who have problems with their 
VISION. Next to it was the 
department for ear, nose, and 
throat ailments. After that, | 
went down to the Cardiology 
Department, where mice 


suffering from heart 


problems are treated. 
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THERE’S THAT 
TERRIBLE RODENT! 


| was learning so much on my tour of the 
hospital! As you know, I'm a bit of a ‘fraidy 
mouse. I'd always avoided hospitals in the 
past. But now that I was in one, I could see 
what helpful places they were! 

I was almost done with my tour when I 
spotted... HIM! 

It was really HIM, Speedy Daremouse, that 
terrible rodent who crashed into me on the 
ski slopes! HE was the reason I was here! 

It looked like HE had been pretty hurt. 

HE'D had surgery, too. 

HE was on crutches, too. 

HE was still in the hospital, too. 

As soon as I caught sight of that terrible 





rodent, I tried to avoid HIM. I turned and 
began to hobble away. But it was too late. 
HE had seen me. 

“Wait, | want to say that I’m E 
he called. “Since I’ve been in the hospital, 
I've had time to think. | realized I’ve been 


a real GHEESEBRAIB! My reckless 


behavior has hurt you — and it’s hurt me, 


too. | am so sorry, Geronimo.” 

Llooked him in the eyes. Speedy Daremouse 
had been such a rude, obnoxious rodent the 
last time I had seen him, | wanted to make 
sure he wasn't making fun of me! But I could 
tell by the eappressécere on his snout 
that he really was sorry. So | knew I had to 
forgive him. 

I smiled at Speedy. “Give me your paw. 
Let's forget all about it. And since both of us 
are in the same hospital, why don’t we keep 


each other company?” 
Then I told him a joke, to cheer him up. 
We both laughed long and hard as we 
headed toward the main hall. We didn't know 
each other very well yet, but we did have one 


important thing in common. . . Many, Many, 
many, many broken bones! 








AN EXPERIENCE 
I WILL NEVER 
FORGET! 


The day had finally come for me to go home. 
I was hAPPieY? than I'd been in weeks! 
I was so happy that I leaped out of bed 
and did a little jig! Then I stopped. I wasn’t 
sure my broken bones were up for dancing 
yet, no matter how hAPPy they were. 
I began to pack up my things and get 
ready to head home. I couldn't wait to 
see all my family and friends again! 
But before I left, | wanted to thank 
everyone who'd helped me get better: 
doctors, technicians, nurses, orderlies — 
everyone! So I went on a farewell tour of 
the whole hospital. It felt so familiar to me 








> ena | could hardly remember how terrifi 


e 
K I'd been when | first arrived. ar »& 
WHEN 1 COT tome, 1 yas sO THRILLED. 

It was wonderful to be back in my own cozy 
mouse hole, surrounded by all my favorite 
things. (Especially my favorite books!) 

But I realized there were a lot of things | 
still couldn't do on my own! 

I cOuLpN’t climb the stairs. 

I cOuLDN’t carry my briefcase. 

I cOuLpN’t drive. (Unfortunately, my 
sister Thea volunteered for driving duty. She 
goes way too fast for a ‘fraidy mouse like me!) 

I needed an awful lot of help from the 
other mice in my life! I felt terrible about all 
the TROUBLE I was making for my family. 

But my aunt Sweetfur made me feel so 
much better, “Dearest nephew, do you 
remember when | broke my leg and I had 








to use a wheelchair for an 
entire month? You he|ped 
me!” 

Then Thea added, “Do 
you remember when | 
twisted my ankle after I fell 
off my motorcycle? You 
helped me!” 

Next, my little nephew 
Benjamin hugged me. 
“Uncle Geronimo, when | 
had the flu, You he|ped me!” 

| had! And I hardly 
remembered it. I guess 
that’s because helping the 
jones you love doesn’t feel 
like work at all. 

“Learn to accept help 
from those who love you,” 





Aunt Sweetfur whispered. 

I sighed. “I guess you're right. But I still 
feel bad.” 

That’s when Trap piped up. “Right on, 
Cousin! I know just how you can make it up 
to us. Since you completely RUENED our 
last ski trip with that big spill of yours, you 
owe us another one!” 

| grinned. “You'll all be my guests! In 
fact...” I scratched my snout, thinking 
hard. “Why don’t we go for Christmas?” 

Benjamin leaped up. “Really, Uncle 
Geronimo?” he squeaked. 

“Really, my little mouselet,” I said. “It'll bea 
great way to catch up with all my dear friends, 
since I haven't seen them in a while.” 

“HOORAY!- shouted Trap. He 
scampered toward the door, “I have to get 
home and start packing!” 


AT 
CHRISTMASTIME ... 
as 
Ws ae™" A few weeks later, at 
SO> Christmastime, | 
kept my promise: We went 
back to Frozen Fur Peak for 
another $k trip. 
I went iceskating.... 





I zoomed downhill on a sled.... 
I even tried riding ina BOBSLSD! 
As fo dowsnhil! skiing. 








well, | wasn’t quite sure my bones were 
up for it yet. Maybe next Christmas. In the 
meantime, I tried ChLOSS<COULVLY 
SUCCLLOS, instead. It was much more my 
speed. 

Finally, it grew dark. It was time to call it 
a day. 

Tired but happy, we crowded in the 
double-decker bus and headed back toward 
the lodge. 

On our way, we drove past the hospital. | 
realized that it wasn’t all that long ago that 
I had broken 6VETY bone in my body! The 


LESEEEEEAL LS 


doctors and nurses 
at the hospital had 
treated me so well 
that I was perfectly 
healed. 

I stared at the 
lighted windows of the 
hospital. They looked 
like shiny, lonely eyes glowing in the night. 
Just THINKING about all those sick mice, all 
alone at Christmastime, made me feel very 
sad. If only there was something I 
could do to cheer them up, the same way 
Ratty and Sammy had cheered me up when 
I'd been feeling down. ... 

Then I had an #DOA! 

When we got back to the lodge, 
I called Thea, Trap, Benjamin, 
Aunt Sweetfur, my grandfather 





William, and the entire Stilton family, plus 
Hyena, Petunia Pretty Paws, Bugsy Wugsy, 
Pinky Pick, and Hercule Poirat into the 
family room. 

“Will you come to the hospital with me?” 
| asked them. “I want to put ona SF7@W 
on Christmas Eve! That way, we can cheer 
ap all the patients who have to spend 
Christmas in the hospital!” 

My family and friends all looked 
at one another. And then they 
shouted, “Of course!!” 

And so on Christmas 
Eve, we visited the 
hospital and played lots 
and lots of music for 
the patients. None of us 
were good enough to go 
on Benjamin's favorite TV 













show, Mouse Idol, but the patients didn’t 
seem to mind one bit. They clapped and 
SANG along, and some of them even 
DANCED! 

Trap made up fun games that everyone 
could play together. Pinky Pick kept the 
little mouselets entertained — she always 
knew the most popular jokes and stories. 
And Hercule Poirat told us all about some 
of his most UL cases. 

What about you? Do you have a friend 


who is sick? Keep his aught" is the 
west Medicine! 







or her spirits up with 
a phone call, a card, 
a visit, a little gift, a 
nice word, a smile, 
or evena JOKE! 
Laughter ts 

the best medicine, 
after all! 
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SNEEZING SWIMMER 
Which fish always have a cold? 
Ah-choo-vies! 





A Sweet Tooth 
A dentist comes home from work and says to his 
wife, “Things aren’t going so well at work. There 
aren't many mice with cavities lately!” 
“What are you going to do?” asks his wife. 
“I've decided to take on a partner,” the dentist 
explains. 
“Another dentist?” 
“No — a candy maker!” 





ike mi ram ayn 
“Have you tried sleeping in another room?* 


A dec WITH Gooo Taste 
“Doctor! Doctor! A dog bit my arm!” a mouselet 
shouts. 
“Did you put anything on it?” the doctor asks. 
The mouselet looks surprised. “No, he liked it 
the way it was!” 
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For THe BiRos 
A mouse says to her doctor, “Doctor, I always 
have goose bumps. What can J do?” 

“Wait until fall, then go south for the 
winter!” her doctor says. 











ae 
Frtewory Aovice 
Two mice run into each other on the street. 

“I just came from a new doctor,” says the 
first. “You should go there, too. He's really 
great!” 

“Thank you,” answers the other mouse. 
“But I don’t need a doctor. I feel fine.” 

“Look,” says the first mouse, “He’s so good, 
I’m sure he’ll find something wrong with you!” 








ee 


. 
ee 









rs pme TIMEN 
‘Look for a Rhyme 


What you need: A group of friends 

How te play: 

The first player says a name of an animal. Within ten 
seconds, the next player needs to find a word that 
rhymes with the animal's name. If that word is the 
name of another animal, he or she wins four points; 
if it’s another noun, three points; if it’s an adjective, 
two points; if it’s a verb, one point. If the next 
player can’t think of a word that rhymes, he or she 
gets zero points. He or she can start the game again 
by saying the name of another animal. The player 
with the most points at the end of the game wins! 









paper and seein 
for every player; a 
hat 
dou bs play: 
On a piece of paper, 
each player writes 
a word. Each player’s word must have the 
same number of letters — for example, seven 
Then the players fold their paper, hiding all the 
words. They mix the slips of paper in a hat. 
Each player picks a piece of paper. They must 
then make up a sentence with seven words. 
Each word must begin with one of the letters in 
the word on their slip of paper — in order. 

For example, if your word is SCHOOLS, your 
sentence could be: 
dame Childrem Hang Out 

On Library Bleps. 











saw. The person who remembers the most 
objects wins. 





2. Draw a flower on the 
square and cut if out. 


3. Separate the two flowers and spread 
some glue on the back of each. 








the flower. Beautiful! 
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Meet 


I, Gerontmo C Tilion, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as as my friend 
! She is an 
enchanting and mouse 
with a pet bat named 
I'm a real mouse, but 
even | think LA and her family are 
fascinating. | can’t wait for 
you to read all about in these 
and 
tales! 
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Dear mouse friends, i 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 
It'll be another, whisker-lickif@good 
adventure, aod a a promise! 
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